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"The Chances Some M.W.C. Girls 

Take” 

By 

Courtney Warde 


Being a M.W.C. student, I eager- 
ly noted an article in the October is- 
sue of the University of Virginia 
Spectator, entitled “Adventures in 
Good Dating — Mary Washington 
College/' and immediately read it. 

The article to which I refer gives 
the point of view of a University 
man on dating a Mary Washington 
girl. This answer will rectify, I hope, 
a few of the gentleman's misjudg- 
ments. 

In the first place, the author 
doesn't seem to think that the Law 
of Averages is substantiated here at 
Mary Washington, and I would like 
to show that a lot depends on how 
you look at the law. Granted there 
are 1600 girls at this college — some 
should be good looking. The author 
implies that he can't even find 
“some/' He should realize that out 
of 1600 girls here at Mary Wash- 
ington, it is only “some" who are 
less comely than others. 

The author rattles on to the ques- 
tion of transportation between Char- 
lottesville and Fredericksburg. Ad- 
mittedly the exact mileage is accepted 
as being 69, but how it is covered 
is a “thumb" of another color. He 
suggests that the trip can be made 
in half an hour if you drive over 120 
miles an hour. Just how fast can 
these Virginia men get? 

Communication, in the author's 
terms, are in letters and phone calls. 
Personally, I like phone calls myself, 
so I'll let that pass. As for letters, I 
hadn't been aware of the fact that 
U. Va. taught writing. But I'm glad 
to hear they've enlarged their cur- 
ricula, because I like letters almost as 
much as I do phone calls. No men- 
tion was made by the author of the 
carrier pigeon communiques that 
arrive every morning from the direc- 
tion of Charlottesville. 


The dating list system in effect 
here at M.W.C. seems to be of great 
interest to the young author. He con- 
siders it an honor that Virginia men 
are excused from the technicality of 
having their names placed on said 
form. He said the reasons were ob- 
vious, but, so obvious. I'm afraid he 
overlooked them. 

I don't think it necessary to go 
into the details of entertainment pro- 
vided for dates on our fair campus. 
It is true that most Virginia men at- 
tend the Saturday-night-girl break 
dances up here, a few others enjoy 
the plays and movies, and none too 
few have been known to “bend an 
elbow" in the repudedly best loved 
sport of U. of Va. — ping pong! I 
should like to state here, however, 
that men from W & L. William 8 
Mary, V.P.I., V.M.I., Randolph 
Macon and other schools, are usually 
found to be by the girls, more in- 
genious than men from U. Va. in 
providing their own “entertain- 
ment." 

The last paragraph of the article 
is in keeping with the rather pre- 
valent trend of thought here at Mary 
Washington. The hope Va. men will 
always feel welcome here and that 
M.W.C. girls will continue to be 
welcomed at Virginia. 
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The Reckoning 

By 

Katherine Mayo 


The girl sat waiting for the call. 
All of her was waiting — her hands 
resting limply on the arms of the 
chair were still with the stillness of 
expectation, her expression aloof, 
with the quiet tension of inaction 
that preceeds action. Her mind was 
serene with the serenity of a pool 
under the surface of which a thou- 
sand currents swirl and eddy about 
a rock. She was caught in the in- 
activity of waiting while her brain 
teemed, almost out of control, with 
the thoughts she wished most to 
avoid . . . She remembered the week- 
end. Another of my lost week-ends, 
she said wryly to herself with a flash 
of humor. That boy at the party — 
the one who was so drunk. She could 
see him now, swaying in the chair, 
smiling vacantly at those who watch- 
ed. 

“You can’t beat life,” he had said. 
“Life is just a bowl of cherries — 
some sweet, some sour, but sweet or 
sour, you can’t beat life/* 

She could remember how through 
the swirls of gray mist that had 
fogged her own thinking, his voice 
had come, clear and nagging — “You 
can’t beat life. Sweet or sour . . . you 
can’t beat life. 

“Yeah, life,’’ she had said, and 
he must have known she was mock- 
ing him for he had turned . . . 

“You got to stand up to it, honey. 
You got to take what it gives, good 
or bad, and laugh, and then you got 
it by the tail . . . you can’t beat life.” 
He had really been very drunk. 

The girl’s mind shifted back again. 
Back to the call. What a rotten, lying 
cheat she had been through the whole 
deal. All the lies, all the tricks. She 
had known just how to get him, just 
what kind of act to pull. What a 
swell guy, and she had been the 
sweet, honest, square-shooting type 
with a vengeance. I always meant to 
change and really be that way, she 
thought, but couldn’t quite seem to 
make it — and now he knows the 


whole score. Always did think he 
was a guy for a girl’s future, but it 
looks at this point as if he won’t 
be mine. Tough. Why do you have 
to love a guy so much, a guy who is 
too good for you and you know it. 
Not your type at all. Not a party- 
party boy, but one who believes in of 
all things — honor, and respectability 
too, I’ve forgotten what they are. 
Somebody tell me, she thought, tell 
me, please, before he calls and maybe 
I can make him believe me. Maybe I 
can get him back. I’ll change, oh, I’ll 
change, only please, please, don’t let 
me lose him . . . 

If only I could stop thinking these 
horrible thoughts . . . my brain is 
laughing at me . . . what would I do 
without him to think about and 
dream of . . . correction — what will I 
do? Me, little Miss Jane College, 
who couldn’t live without football 
games and dances, who couldn’t face 
a week-end without a date. I didn’t 
. . . but what’s the use? You’ll face 
every hour without him now, honey, 
and be glad of the memory. A fit 
return for a two-timing . . . oh, stop 
insulting yourself. What the differ- 
ence, easy come, easy go. But the go- i 
ing isn’t so easy, and you never did 
like bitterness. Once your heart’s 
broken though it can’t break again. 
You can’t beat life . . . what’s a brok- 
en heart? 

Sweet or sour . . . you can't beat j 
life. 

In one backward section of the 
south, certain well-seasoned citizens 
with no visible means of employ-] 
ment are favored with the compli- 
mentary title of Colonel. One of 
them was called as a witness in a 
moonshine case, and the local lawyer 
demanded to know exactly how he 
had come by the title of Colonel.] 
“It’s like this,” drawled the unper- 
turbed witness. “That Colonel in 
front of my name is just like the 
Honorable in front of yours, it don’t 
mean a darn thing.” 


2 


Christinas 

By 

Gennie Lee Downer 


Christmas is the time of year when 
everyone's thoughts lightly turn to 
sleigh rides and church bells, to long 
sleepy evenings by the fire and bright 
crisp afternoons out-of-doors; to 
holly and mistletoe and to roast 
chestnuts and carols. 

Father awakens at four in the 

morning to shrieks of joy from be- 
low, while mother hurriedly attends 
to restoring order, and preparing the 
holiday dinner. 

And everyone goes to church on 
Christmas. There are the angelic 

little boys with big handkerchiefs, 

and runny noses, and the ladylike 

little girls, with proud new muffs 
to keep their hands warm. There is 
father in his Sunday best and mother 
with a new hat, perhaps. All kneel 


in prayer as a symbol of the real 
Christmas meaning. 

Christmas is the gay time of the 
year, the happy and lighthearted time 
and yet the most sacred time of the 
year, when everyone's heart is full 
of Christmas spirit and brotherhood. 
It is the one time of the year when 
love and goodwill stand foremost. 

Today the world is upset; our 
future is uncertain; man's love for 
man needs to be enforced — we need 
Christmas more than ever. We need 
its lightheartness, its spirit of brother- 
hood, and its optimism. 

So let’s build for what we need, 
that when our world rights itself 
again, we will still have Christmas 
for what it is — 

— a thing sacred and apart. 


BEAUTY 

By 

Emily Trant 

It is a foggy night, but yet there's snow 
I wish that I could see a light from here 
While all about stormy winds do blow 
Within my room there dwells both light and cheer. 

Storms may rage without but yet I am at peace 
My dog at my knee, and a book in my hand 
My fears both great and small shall soon all cease 
By the blaze I sit with my thoughts to command. 

Why does life mean so very much to me? 

I am but one small soul upon this earth 

How many people never even see 

The beauties placed before them since their birth? 

If but one small gift should be given to me 
I pray now that these beauties I may see. 


For HOME-COOKED DINNER 
At Reasonable Prices visit the 


Kenmore Coffee 

Shop 


Under the Management of 
Mr. and Mrs. C. H. Blakey 


TELEPHONE 995-J 


Compliments of 

MAYFLOWER 

RESTAURANT 

Phone 9156 


Miller's Specialty 

Shop 


818 Caroline Street 
Fredericksburg, Virginia 


Specialist In 

COLLEGE SPORTWEAR 


Compliments of 

Bell Brothers 


FINE FURNITURE 
Since 1897 


908 Caroline Street 


GOOLRICICS 

for 

YARDLEY 
MAX FACTOR 
COTY 
TUSSY 

Evening In Paris 
Revlon 


901 CAROLINE STREET 


3 


KAYS 

FOOD MARKET 

for QUALITY and 
LOWER PRICES 


Colonial Press , Inc, 


Commercial Printing 
Office Supplies 

RUBBER STAMPS 

307 William St. Phone 1201 

Fredericksburg, Virginia 


Joseph H. Ulman 

Feminine Fashions 
Riding Togs - Costume Jewelry 
822 Caroline Street 
FREDERICKSBURG, VA. 


Elkins Flower Shop 

We Appreciate Our Contacts 
With Your College Girls 

PHONE 107 
613 Caroline Street 


Dr. Martin Blatt 

Optometrist 

COMPLETE OPTICAL 

SERVICE 

803 Caroline 


Compliments 

of 

Ulman’ s Jeivelry 



Marjorie Louise Diener 


Among the ways in which the 
Mary Washington girls spent their 
summer vacations, the experience af- 
forded Miss Betty Shaffer in attend- 
ing the summer session of the New 
York U n i v e r s i t y — Connecticut 
School of Dance is one of interest. 

Now a senior, Betty has been right 
on her toes where dancing is con- 
cerned ever since her freshman days 
here at Mary Washington, and hav- 
ing worked from the bottom up, she 
is currently president of our Concert 
Dance Club. 

Situated on the Thames River 
overlooking Long Island Sound, the 
Connecticut College campus was an 
ideal setting for the 119 dance en- 
thusiasts, students, performers, teach- 
ers and those in allied fields who 
gathered for concentrated summer 
study. Formerly this center for 
American modern dancers was known 
as the Bennington School of Dance 
and this summer's program was based 
on their past experience. 

With Miss Martha Hill, an accom- 
plished artist in her own right, as 
chairman of the board, Miss Ruth 
Bloomer and Mr. John F. Moore, 
director of the summer session, six 
weeks of study were planned with 
special emphasis on the relationship 
between technique and composition, 
music and staging, and practice and 
performance. 

The faculty was composed of three 
of the foremost contemporary mo- 
dern dance companies including Mar- 
tha Graham, Jose Limon, and the 
Jane Dudley - Sophie Maslow - Wil- 
liam Bales group and assistants. 

Martha Graham is one of the early 
emancipators of Modern Dance and 
today ranks highest not only for her 
great choreography but as a dancer. 
Mr. Limon has been called the finest 


young male dancer of the modern 
school. Under the guidance of these 
two, Miss Shaffer studied technique. 
Here she further concentrated on the 
basic fundamental movements of 
modern dance which were applied to 
her work in composition directed by 
Louis Horst. Mr. Horst concentrated 
his teachings on Pre-Classic and Mo- 
dern Forms of dance, and although 
the classes were large, great pains were < 
taken to analyze the work of the in- 
dividual. 

One of the most important ele- 
ments comprising dance as well as 
music is rhythm. In connection with 
this Miss Shaffer studied Rhythmic 
Analysis under Mrs. Lloyd, wife of 
the Dean of Julliard School of Music. 

The above mentioned classes cul- 
minated in the weekly workshop 
period and the bi-weekly meetings of 
the Dance Seminar. During these 
meetings the students presented ori- 
ginal dances accompanied by original 
music scores written especially for 
the dances. 

In addition to regular class work 
students engaged in numerous out- , 
side activities such as evening square 
dances, viewing dance films from 
Soviet Russia, and publishing a week- 
ly newspaper entitled "Dance Ad- 
venture" to name but a few. 

The climax of this summer ses-j 
sion of dance was the American 
Dance Festival at which twelve per-] 
formances were presented by three 
dance companies. Besides the estab- 
lished works, the audiences saw some 
premieres. 

The dance groups here at Mary 
Washington hope to benefit from 
the store of knowledge Miss Shaffer 
has to offer and from the inspiration 
she will be this year. 
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By 

Madeline Troop 

OLD FAVORITES 


Rather than criticize a new book 
this month, let's look back over the 
past and point with fondness at those 
we remember and enjoyed most. 

Like ‘‘Rebecca." Can't yon see her 
yet as she walked down the staircase 
at her masquerade party — Max's face 
blanching at her sight? Remember 
the realistic and inspiring descrip- 
tions Miss DuMaurier gave us? 

How about “Life With Father?" 

. . . Day's adept humor in portraying 
the innocent gaiety and invalid logic 
of his mother, clashing with the pre- 
cision of his irate father. Yet it was 
an unusually happy family — a qua- 
lity difficult to capture even on paper. 

Remember “Ethan Frome" and 
how Ethan and Mattie tried to kill 
themselves to dissolve the well- 
known triangle? Bring back the 
heartbreak when they were forced 
to live the rest of their lives as pri- 
soners of their love, passion, impulse, 
and bitterness. Edith Wharton gave 
us powerful characterization. 

How we wish that last chapter 
of “Gone With the Wind" had been 
written — though without it, there is 
a wider field for our own personal 
imagination. Margaret Mitchell is a 
clever woman; she refuses to gamble 
with her reputation as a novelist. 
Nor does she use her name as a 
figurehead . . . 

And, “Oliver Wiswell." Was 
Roberts prejudiced, or was he merely 
presenting the Revolution from a 
Loyalist’s viewpoint? Perhaps it's we 
who have been misconstruing history 
these swiftly passing years. 


"The Human Comedy," too. Sa- 
royan’s sensitivity and whimsical 
humor appeals to human interest. 
First, the tears . . . then, the laughter. 
A simple story needs powerful words 
to produce an effect like that. 

Think of “Four Years in Para- 
dise" — brimming with adventure, 
the love of nature, and self-suffi- 
ciency. Remember all the knowledge 
of the African tribes we gained? The 
traits of the various wild animals? 
And yet the subtlety of Mrs. John- 
son’s style did not indicate that one 
of her foremost purposes in writing 
was to inform. Clearness . . . sim- 
plicity . . . and we, who read, ap- 
proved. 

Lastly, Rachel Field's “Time Out 
of Mind." Why should pride be 
stronger than love, when love is the 
primary motive of man? Yet society 
tries to conform love to economic 
classes, to force mutuality when it 
should spring so spontaneously. If 
man cannot be true to love, is there 
truth on earth? 
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A Northerner In The South 

By 

Joan Ferrari 


As the Silver Comet raced through 
the clamoring metropolis of the “Big 
City/' I reluctantly watched my be- 
loved North recede not only from 
my eyes but into the past. Never was 
a person more desolate than I! Im- 
agine crossing the Mason-Dixon line 
for the first time and traveling more 
than three hundred miles to attend 
a college in the South. 

These comforting thoughts were 
interrupted, however, by a rather 
crude, obnoxious person who was 
seated beside me. I turned in his 
direction and in my cool, most ef- 
ficient manner said “I beg your par- 
don." 

"Oh a blamed Yankee" was his 
only reply. 

The first Southerner I had met 
had insulted me. Was this my wel- 
come into the "Great South" and 
would I forever be called a blamed 
Yankee?" When my companion 
noticed I was annoyed, he hastened 
to explain that he had no intention 
of being offensive and begged me to 
accept his apology. We eventually 
became friends as we both had a 
common love for horses. It seemed 
peculiar that a Rebel could have the 


same likes and dislikes as a Yankee. 
On the other hand, maybe I had just 
heard odd things about these people 
—maybe they were human too. 

Later in the dining car I noticed 
that "Yankee Pot Roast" was fea- 
tured on the menu, and I remember- 
ed how in several of the Northern 
restaurants "Southern Fried Chic- 
ken" was specialized. I finally was 
persuaded to order, for the first time 
in my stomach’s history, chicken-in- 
a-basket. Much to my amazement, I 
enjoyed the chicken immensely. .1 

Now that I have met a great many 
friendly and cordial Southerners, 
I am thoroughly ashamed of myself 
for once believing that the Civil War 
would have to be argued out with 
each and every one of them. I know 
that previously it was foolishness on 
my part not to realize that whether 
one comes from the South and is a 
Rebel, or whether he comes from the 
North and claims he is a Yankee, he 
is still an American. I believe in unit- 
ing the North and the South, and 
I am thinking seriously of doing just 
that, because that rather crude, ob- 
noxious person I met on the train 
has recently proposed marriage. 


THE TOUCH OF A MASTER 
By 

Peggy Craighill 

The Pebbles on a dusty yellow road 
That winds its way through meadows green 

with Spring, 

The lazy butter-fly, the common toad 
That has no care for what the day 

may bring, 

A song, a jest, a swallow on the wing, 

The ticking of a clock, the rain, a tree 
Whose bended bough doth bear a 

children’s swing, 

A friendly hearth, the smell of sand and sea, 

The gentle kiss of breezes warm and free, 

Amens, familiar footsteps, fire-flies, 

Imagination, fancy, mirth and glee. 

The smiling lines that crinkle round old eyes — 
All these are mine, created for my love, 

And I give thanks for them to Him above. 
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the fundamental tone. (A 


HARP STRINGS 
By 

Rosemary Miller 

"Are you a music lover?” So many people say 
to me "I love music but I know nothing about 
it.” I have known others who flew at the radio 
the minute a chord was struck which had the 
depth of quality denoting a full symphony 
orchestra was playing. Both of these people 
liked music of some sort, for even the latter 
turned the dial until a chord, and others fol- 
lowing, were enhanced by a sultry vocalist, and 
all notes were struck a little flat before reaching 
process 


known as "sending” the listener) yet 
neither knew anything about it. Can 
you like something you know noth- 
ing about? 

Saul did not say to David, "Play 
no more dominant sevenths or 
ninths, for I like them not,” nor did 
Samson know whether Delilah sang 
in the key of G major or D minor. 
Yet David’s music soothed a wicked 
man, who was sorely troubled, and 
Delilah brought about the fall of 
Israel into the hands of the Philis- 
tines. 

We sit and listen to a recorded 
symphony, or to the players in the 
flesh. The vibrations are produced 
in different lengths and numbers per 
second. The instruments are of dif- 
ferent materials so that the quality 
of the tones is varied, and by skillful 
combinations, the musician has creat- 
ed a series of impressions. Sitting in 
the audience, according to our var- 
ious magnitudes of mind or soul, 
we are thoughtful and meditative, or 
if we know the music we anticipate 
each picture the melody suggests, or 
the entrances of each new instrument. 

The music through the oboe 
has given us a taste of Oriental my- 
stery, the strings have been the wind 
in the pines, a French horn has pene- 
trated with golden tones, a clarinet 


has spoken like a human voice. A 
melody is left with us, and we leave, 
though we know nothing of counter 
point, or form and analysis, nor even 
harmony, yet we have loved it all, 
and have had a glimpse of life eternal. 

FACT AND FANCY 
By 

Joan Timberlake 

The poem on page 1 1, "The Sage 
of Samur” was written last year by 
Jane Kirschner. Although Miss Kir- 
schner did not return this semester, 
we are publishing the poem anyway 
as we feel it to be a little off the 
beaten track. 

We feel we have a legitimate gripe 
when you complain that the Epaulet 
is not interesting. We feel this way 
because the Epaulet is your magazine, 
and the best way to get what you 
want is to let us know. We would 
really appreciate any idea or sugges- 
tions you might have. Please bring 
them to the Epaulet box outside the 
English office in Chandler or to P. O. 
Box 1394. 

Now we promise not to weep on 
your shoulder any more this year! 
The entire staff hopes that you have 
the merriest and most wonderful 
Christmas you've ever had. 
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Letter To A Friend 

By 

Cynthia Medley 


Dear Dot: 

Surprised? I don’t doubt it. After 
all you were wondering whether I 
would make it to New York or not. 
I’m still wondering how it happened 
myself after all the faux pas I’ve 
pulled. Not that I would tell them 
to anybody, mind you, but being as 
you know me, I’ll let you in on my 
many experiences. 

In the first place I wasn’t trying 
to be anybody else but dear little 
Nancy Lee Harrison as I boarded 
the train for the “big city*/' but 
now I’m wondering if it wouldn't 
have been best to portray another 
personality after all. You see, I was 
saving up what meager sophistica- 
tion I did have for New York, but 
heaven help me, I sure did need it 
on that train! Well anyway to make 
a long story short, after I’d said all 
the goodbyes, and watched the fam- 
ily swim home through all the tears 
(you’d think I was going to Ran- 
goon for 1 0 years or something) , I 
plowed my way through to the Pull- 
man car and the porter kindly told 
me where to sit. 

Well the minute the train started 
off, little Nancy immediately got 
restless. Don’t ask me what sort of 
phobia it is because I don’t know, 
but I couldn’t sit still at all. Brother 
travellers were beginning to think 
that I’d just come from the Sahara 
Desert from the business I was giving 
the water cooler. I regret now that 
I didn’t clutch my throat and crawl 
to give it a more realistic effect. Well 
after the water cooler ran out, I strove 
to conquer other worlds. By that 
time I believe we were only 10 miles 
out of my delightful home town, 
with only 600 more to go. That left 
an encouraging note! 

Finally, I decided to sit down and 
relax after coming to the conclusion 
that they didn’t have a tennis court 
on the train. I had noticed during my 
moments of leisure that sitting across 


from me was a man who resembled 
a fugitive from a “Lonely Hearts 
Club.’’ He wore the usual suave mus- 
tache and pin striped suit. I was be- 
ginning to wonder when he would 
get around to asking me my destina- 
tion — you know the usual beginning 
to a blossoming romance, and at last 
— at long last, he did turn his at- 
tentions in my direction. 

I heard him utter romantically, as 
my heart went pit-a-pat,- “Uh-going 
far, Miss-uh, Miss uh — ?” I started 
to say, “No pal, just goin' right 
around the bend to visit Granny at 
Forks Creek,” but deciding that he 
might be the violent type I answered 
him as intelligently as my small brain 
would permit. “Yes, I’m going to 
visit my aunt in New York.” As if 
that weren’t enough to hold him the 
rest of the way, he had to repeat 
coyly that he didn’t catch my name. 
At that point, the little man with 
the horns and pitchfork whispered 
into my left ear, “Tell him Zilch, 
Hortense Zilch!!” but alas, the gal 
with the halo won out, and I told 
Sir Lochinvar demurely that my 
name was Nancy Harrison. So de- 
murely in fact, that all I needed to 
complete the act were little patent 
leather pumps with bows and a blue 
taffeta party dress and a big bow 
ribbon in my hair. 

Unfortunately Sir Lochinvar took 
a liking to me and decided to plop 
down in the opposite seat. “That’s 
nice,” he continued, as I listened 
wide-eyed, ‘I’m going as far as Phil- 
adelphia. We can keep each other 
company till then.” Oh joy! I 
thought to myself. Before I had met 
— him — , I had felt so miserably 
alone in the world. There was no 
one — nothing, but then I knew — 
him — and he was going to keep me 
company. He gave me an entirely 
new outlook on life. I had somebody 
I could cling to, could turn to in 
my hour of woe! 


We sat for awhile saying nothing, 
as I pretended to be admiring the 
scenery, only to discover that we 
were going through a tunnel. Finally 
“bright boy” decided to progress even 
further. ‘My name is Ronald Avery. 
My work is in Philly. Just came back 
from a visit with the folks.” 

Oh, you don’t say, I started to 
shout at the top of my lungs. How 
simply fascinating! Why you’re the 
first person I’ve even met in my 
whole life that’s gone to visit their 
folks! However, my only audible 
comment was, “How nice. I imagine 
they were glad to see you.” (That 
statement was made by Nancy Lee 
Harrison back in 1948 A.D.) 

“Yeah, I suppose so,” continued 
Lochinvar, “but I get back there 
pretty often.” 

Now, for the main question of the 
day: How was I supposed to answer 
that? Should I argue with him? 
Should I say, putting up my fists 
and gritting my teeth, “No, you 
don’t get back there pretty often. 
You don't, you DON’T, YOU 
DON’T!!!” Or should I agree with 
him. Should I say “That’s the nicest 
thing anyone has ever said to me. I 
admire you more than 1 can possibly 
say, for getting back there pretty 
often,” wherever “that” is. Those 
conflicting thoughts seemed to last 
an eternity, so I decided to strike a 
happy medium and merely grunt 
some sort of prehistoric sound. All 
of this went on infinitely and poor 
little Nancy was getting more bored 
and restless by the second. After 
what seemed like a century, I decided 
I couldn’t stand any more of Sir 
Lochinvar and kindly excused my- 
self. 

Upon arrival, I sat down and 
timed myself for 45 minutes, hop- 
ing against hope that when I return- 
ed, my prince charming would have 
discovered another cutie that he 
found more attentive: Eventually I 
gained enough courage to see for my- 
self and sure enough — no more prince 
charming! I breathed a sigh of relief 
and sat down — for the first time, I 
actually wanted to sit down! I didn’t 
know where prince charming had 
disappeared but for some unknown 
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reason I didn't care. I was secretly 
hoping that he’d gotten off at Forks 
Creek thinking it was Philadelphia. 
During these hours of meditation, I 
was interrupted by the pleasant 
sound of a squawling brat. Fool, that 
I was, I looked up to see who the 
adorable little creature could be. It 
turned out to be — no, not one, not 
two, but three little darlings with 
their loving mother. I exchanged so- 
called pleasant greetings with her 
thinking of course that they'd go 
their own way in this cold cruel 
world and would let me appreciate 
my solitude, but no — that was too 
much to hope for — nothing like that 
could ever happen to poor little in- 
nocent me! 

The mother stopped, whispered 
something to Junior about a hanky, 
and then turned her soft eyes to me 
and said: “Young lady, I'd like to 
take the oldest children into the diner 
for dinner, and I was wondering if 
you’d mind looking after little Pru- 
dence until we came back. (Little 
Prudence was still going strong!) 
She won’t cause you any trouble, and 
we won’t be gone but a minute." 
What could I say, what could I do, 
which way could I turn? I couldn’t 
say, “No, sorry, but I have leprosy.’’ 
Or else, “Why, I’d love to, if she 
isn’t afraid of my two heads.’’ No 
there was no way out, and all good- 
samaritan Nancy could do was to say 
yes. 

The next thing I knew a bottle 
was being thrust in my face and I 
was holding little Prudence in my 
motherly arms. The remainder of the 
family had slinked away to the diner. 
Now what was the next step? Little 
Prudy was bawling, so I thought the 
bottle might calm her nerves — and 
mine! Well that did hold her for 
awhile, as she drooled all over my 
blouse. After cleaning myself up and 
wiping her cute little mouthie, she 
was at it again. Not knowing any- 
thing about child psychology, I had 
no earthly idea what would shut 
her up if anything. Then a light 
flashed! The scenery — would she 
like to view the pretty scenery? I 
help her up and with my usual baby 
talk asked, “Like pretty scenery? 


Baby see pretty scenery?’’ With that 
one I got a smack across the kisser 
and more howls. I knew the scenery 
wasn’t exceptional, but I didn’t real- 
ize it was that bad. After all I tried 
to adjust myself to any surround- 
ings, and I saw no reason why Prudy 
couldn’t either — the spoiled brat! I 
just had no reconcile myself to the 
fact that we didn't like each other. 
We were enemies — bitter, callous en- 
emies! Well I’ll show her nobody 
can smack me. After all I'm better 
than she is — I’m better than anybody 
on this train! I’ll show her, as I 
lunged at her with the bottle! Bless 
her heart, she took it and guzzled a 
few more drops. How long would 
it last? I sure was pouring it to her. 
Now whether she drank herself to 
sleep, or knocked herself out, I still 
don’t know, but little Prudy obliged 
me by going to sleep, and soon after- 
wards, her sweet mother obliged me 
by coming back. She told me how 
sweet 1 was to look after Prudence, 
and of course that did my heart good. 
I thought as a reward, she might 
finance my trip back from New 
York, but I must have stretched my 
imagination too much, because my 
only reward was, “I hope I can call 
on you again sometime.’’ 

At long last I reached my destina- 
tion. Lochinvar had gotten off at 
Philadelphia, mama and kids got off 
back the road a piece, and sophisti- 
cated Nancy, adjusting her hair, fell 
face down on the Penn Station plat- 
form. Yes I actually fell! Don’t ask 
me how or why — I just did it. The 
exhibitionist in me no doubt. I prob- 
ably wanted my first New York en- 
trance to be a memorable one. After 
shyly tipping the porter, as if I were 
giving him the chance to buy a cup 
of coffee, which my tip wouldn’t 
have quite covered and grabbing my 
luggage, I proceeded to plow my way 
through the crowd. Although I was 
rather confused, but yet attempting 
to look blase, I remembered vaguely 
that Auntie said she would meet me 
in the lobby of the Hotel New 
Yorker. Naturally I hadn’t the re- 
motest idea where the Hotel New 
Yorker was, even though Auntie 
told me. But I had forgotten since 


I knew I was going to catch a cab 
anyway. Now where were the cabs, 
as if they were such a rarity! I didn’t 
dare ark anyone, depending on fate 
to be kind and show me a cab. Well 
it was, and I discovered a lone cab 
driver who looked as if he could use 
some business. 

He asked the usual “where to 
lady?" after I’d gracefully thrown 
my bags and myself in the back seat. 
“The Hotel New Yorker please," I 
said with my “devil-may-care so- 
phistication." I noticed he gave me a 
rather odd look, You know, the “are 
you all there" type of expression. 
I, in turn gave him a few looks, and 
after exchanging grimaces a few se- 
conds, he said, “Why lady, the Hotel 
New Yorker is just across the street." 
That did it! No wonder Auntie was 
going to meet me there. Why couldn’t 
she have met me at the station, if 
that were the case? Now who’s crazy? 
But that really didn’t concern me, as 
much as what to tell this cute little 
driver. He wasn’t going to know that 
I was just another naive little tourist 
- — that would be a fate worse than 
death! Oh no, I was going to get out 
of this someway — he would never 
know, NEVER! 

Finally I figured I’d better say 
something, anything so I spouted off 
with, “Driver, I realize that, but 
these bags are-uh-uh-rather heavy 
and uh-I just thought I’d uh-uh- 
rather ride ..." I knew his thoughts 
so well, but I’d never see him again 
thank goodness. I had really pulled 
a boner, and he can think whatever 
he wants to — I didn’t care, as I 
stamped my foot and pouted! I had 
no sooner got in the cab, than his 
clear, soothing voice shouted, “OK, 
OK here we are. Think you can make 
it inside with your bags?" I said 
nothing, but rummaged through my 
purse and gave him something, I 
know not what, and staggered inside 
with my bags. By this time I didn’t 
know whether I was coming or go- 
ing. The cab driver knew — yes, he 
knew, but he shall never tell. I’ll kill 
him with my bare hands if he tells! 
After the snarling was over with, I 
began to search frantically for Auntie, 
and found her sitting casually in one 
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of the chairs. She hadn’t noticed me 
yet, so I tripped gaily over, roused 
her with the usual salutations and 
embraces, and then proceeded to exit 
out the main entrance with Auntie 
by my side. I started to ask her why 
she didn’t come to the station, but 
figuring she was wanted there for 
swiping an engine, said nothing. It 
just dawned on me as we walked 
down the street, that I had had noth- 
ing to eat, and my stomach was be- 
ginning to feel like a bottomless pit! 
I meekly mentioned the fact to my 
dear relative, and she suggested that 
we eat at one of the automats, typical 
of “little old New York.’’ Well that 
suited me fine. I’d always wanted to 
eat in an automat. Now I’d like to 
eat in the automat, but after what 
happened to me, in the future, I shall 
never want to eat in an automat!! 
To my disgrace, we caught a cab up 
town to Broadway and I often 
caught myself gazing at all the high 
buildings! That was another thing I 
was definitely not going to do. 

At this point, my feet were be- 
ginning to feel like two cannon balls, 
but it didn’t last long, for the next 
minute I found myself inside an 
automat staring at all the nice win- 
dows with sandwiches in them. 
Auntie said she would sit down and 
watch our purses until I had gotten 
what I wanted, which was mighty 
white of her. Luckily I had enough 


nickels so I wouldn’t go through the 
red tape of getting change. I had 
heard the automat was the hangout 
of struggling young artists, so I at- 
tempted to appear as despondent as 
possible. I immediately went to the 
cheapest window and innocently 
dropped in three nickels. There were 
no dierctions, but after all I felt it 
wouldn’t be too difficult to manipu- 
late. I first turned the little lever to 
the right — nothing happened. I pull- 
ed the little lever out — nothing hap- 
pened. I pushed the little lever in — 
nothing happened. What were you 
supposed to do — break the glass? 
Maybe I had put my three nickels in 
the fire alarm box! Then a gallant 
hero came to my rescue and mur- 
mured in my ear sweetly. “You turn 
it to the left, dear.’’ I thanked him 
red- faced and felt my way back to the 
table. I was hoping this would be 
the end — the bitter end, but Auntie 
insisted I get something to drink. O 
cruel world that thou art! 

After gazing around like Colum- 
bus first sighting land. 1 finally dis- 
covered where they hid the drinks. 
The tea might taste good, but 
how was I to secure it? There 
was a little thermos jug effect 
and a place to drop the nickel, so I 
dropped my nickel in, rared back and 
waited for something to happen. 
Well something did happen. The tea 
guzzled out, but guzzled on down 


the drain. I stood there helpless! I 
fully expected a little glass to pop 
out with it — certainly not this to 
happen! I started to cup my hands 
under it, and even went so far as to 
start to lean down and hold my open 
mouth under it. After my nickels 
worth of tea had slithered into ob- 
scurity, I viewed some glasses over to 
my right on a shelf. So that was it! 
It was very simple after I had figured 
it out. All I had to do was to take a 
glass, drop my nickel in, and hold 
the glass under the faucet — but no — 
I had to experiment first. I wanted 
to try it without the glass and see 
what would happen. Well I found 
out, and after the embarrasment was 
over with, I looked around meekly 
to see if anyone had witnessed the 
incident. No one had seemed to, 
thank the good Lord! 

By then, I was almost ready to re- 
turn to my home town. I discovered 
it was impossible to be sophisticated, 
so I gave in and just let people know 
I was nothing but a “small town 
Sue’’ on her first trip to the big city. 
After the automat, nothing serious 
happened, the reason being that I 
wouldn’t let Auntie out of my sight 
for a minute. She took care of little 
Nancy, and she wasn’t going to let 
those ol* mean New Yorkers make 
fun of her! Believe it or not, Dot, it 
was a lot of fun. Why don’t you try 
it sometime? 

Love, 

Nancy 


The beggar flaunting the “Please 
Help the Blind’’ sign looked so for- 
lorn that the lady fished in her bag 
and handed him a two-dollar bill. 
“Sorry, lady, he said. “Two-dollar 
bills is bad luck. Ain’t you got two 
singles?’’ “How did you know it was 
a two-dollar bill if you’re blind?” 
“I ain’t blind, lady. My partner’s 
blind. It’s his day off, so he’s gone 
to the movies and I’m pinch-hittin' 
for him. Me, I’m a deaf mute.” 
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THE SAGE OF SAM UR 

By 

Jane Kirschner 

Ten thousand years ago a city 
Stood upon this plain. 

Last night among the crumbled bricks 

I walked alone 

And on a sheltered fragment 

Sat musing in the dusk. 

The heavy dark was warm 
And pungent with the smells 
Of summer. A giant banyan 
Overgrew my hidden throne 
And roofed the ruins; the old palace, 
Half living and half dead, 

Stood guard over its secrets 
And yet it took me in. 

Ther were few sounds, 

Perhaps I slept. 

As in a dream there rose around 
A thousand walls; streets 
Opened wide outside my temple garden 
And a city ranged for miles. 

I saw a cave beside my seat, 

Surprised that in this pampered park 
So plain a dwelling place remained. 

A hooded cobra resting neath 

The rocky door 

Rose to waver menace. 

Then from the dark within, an 
Ancient man 

Walked out into the shaded damp. 

Afleck of burning sun 
Haloed his thin white hair. 

His eyes stood out like piercing lights 
In the parchmented and boney face. 

“So you are come again," he said. 

I know not how I replied. 

He sat beside me on the stone. 

The cobra took a silent watch, 

Eyes transfixed upon his master, 

And lay like rope upon the ground. 

The city faded into night. 

There was no moon. 

Long we sat in peace upon the stone. 
“You have travelled," he said. 

He laid his hand upon my shoulder, 

And rising, stood before me. 

His eyes, now infinite in space. 
Consumed my being. 

“All is well." 

It was morning and a hot sun 
Beat down on the banyan's leaves. 

A dusty pile stood at its feet 
Shouldering the mound behind. 

A youthful archaeologist 
Unearthed the skulls 
Of two men and a cobra. 

“Probably a sacrificial offering," he said. 
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